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not left long in doubt as to the accuracy of Kameneff's predic-
tions. Reporters who said they had come from London and
had been waiting two days clamoured for interviews. They
were more especially in a hurry because they had to telephone
their news to London in time for the morning papers. The
Times representative handed me a letter from Shane imploring
me to be careful what I said, not to " talk red," or I should be
" done for/* not to give away good material in interviews and
not to dispose of my diary until I had seen him.
Meanwhile the customs officer who was most abrupt and
unpleasant, treated me as if I were an undesirable alien. He
insisted upon opening the great coffin-shaped cases, although
I assured him they contained nothing but the heads of Lenin
and TrotzM. He dived his arms elbow deep in straw and
shavings as if it were a bran pie. I said:
" I've no scent or tobacco—we don't get those things in
Russia."
" That is not what we are looking for," he answered severely.
It never occurred to me till later that perhaps he was search-
ing for propaganda pamphlets or Russian crown jewels!
Whilst both customs officers and reporters were demanding
my attention the hour of the train's departure was approaching*
Finally the cases were nailed down again and I accepted a
reporter's invitation to drive with him from the quay to the
station. Then another man met me with a kodak and a flash-
light
" Have I really done something interesting ? " I asked the
Daily MaiL He jerked his head and smiled. " I should say ! "
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It is difficult to describe the mixed reception that awaited
me. The praise, the blame, the compliments, the abuse, the
eulogy and the criticism. Hardly had I set foot in my studio
before Shane appeared. From him I learnt of the family's
rage over my departure, and that he was held responsible.
Winston would never speak to me again. As for my father,
he had expressed the pious hope that my throat might be cut

